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Travis Millard interviewed by ftoxNighKy. ■puigepactory com \cs 

Describe your daily routine: 

scratch, tanana, juice, email,, walk around the 61 ock,drduo, Scan, 
email, ba^el, coffee, phone,Smoke, record, post offi’ce^raw, Scan, Smoke, 

ptone, beer, -fried chicken, burp , .scratch, draw, ^irtfn’end, kiss, fuck, Sleep . 
Describe East Los Angeles: 

Vibrant color, taco trucks, Sunshine,f 1835, tad tag£,abu«las, lifuor store*, 
pasttbod, nail salons, cholos, train tracks, pefpoocters, skateboards, 
lon3 haired vjouths. ^ B ^ warehouses, +atoOS, dogs, pollution. 

Describe Little Joy: j 

A very Seed^ bar i poured dr inks at in fchofark, LA. For years it was the 
local ChoU/Thai gay bar, and a couple year* ago it started getting more 


rx coming in I *aw the craziest shjf bartending at that pUce 
dusted Cholos,wasted hag*, glimmering starlets, rockers, Writers, artist*, 
tMnker*/ d r inkers, hole Sinkers, near death experiences, breaking up fights 
between dudes i wad no business beingaround,... it'* an amazing and 
horrifying place. I also did a large installation in the hallwAy and 

baftirooms. I <[Uit that shit hole "though. 

What recent event had the biggest influence on you? 

was diagnosed with Alzheimer* a*d i went b^ck jv see the family - 
Whi le i U»a* bdek, i wa* given the chance+0bed covrfroomSketch artist f*r 
fk e li*a Montgomery bearings at the Missouri federal Courthouse- A capital 
murder case where# lisa murdered a preg/iant woman d*d stolefhe living 
fetus, then tried pass/ng the baby of P as her Own. To See the shackled 
march inf*, the room. And the language they u sc d to address her. Ai-So 
knowing the Court will likely put her to death- 
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| train station | karrakatta | 
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| public toilets | supreme court gardens | 
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Comprehensive Tests of Basic Skills 
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I turned on everything in the hotel suite, 
including the shower, and got in. 

Do small things gladden the heart of the 
truly sad? I thought so when I spotted 
the miniature shampoo and conditioner 
I shampooed and conditioned my entire 
body and then, afterwards, having used 
the hair-dryer on my armpits and pubic 
hair, was well and truly ready for a trip 
through this vertical palace of wonders. 

I wanted to die this night. 


I found that most doors I opened went 
beep or ding. 



Approaching the night filled doorway 
along a corridor I came to a stack of white 
towels, intended for pool users, I took 
an armful and made my way outside to 
the Astroturf. The tall palms were being 
pulled horribly to one side, like hair, in the 
ambient lighting from below. Absolutely 
everything was being driven inland by an 
unceasing gale. 

I made a windswept crossing in the glow 
emanating from the pool. It led me to a 
cave in the fibreglass rock facade and I 
opened a blonde-wooded door onto a vision 
of a man and woman, mostly naked, in 
what was obviously a sauna, masturbating 


each other. I shut off the warm and 
steamy emanations. 

Back beside the pool I eased into the 
plastic contours of a sun chair. I spread 
the towels out over myself like small 
blankets, but the wind threw them 
entirely away. 

The man and woman, he in boardshorts, 
she in a bikini and clutching a white towel 
to her chest, hurried, holding hands, along 
the opposite edge of the pool towards the 
high rise. I held up my hand in salutation, 
although the woman only lowered her 
head and walked faster. 





’When is it the right time to talk about 
love? 


Probably never. 

So let me suggest that Shakespeare had 
it right; Romeo and Juliet are both dead. 
He made effigies of what he had lost, he 
made Romeo and Juliet. His former self 
and his belief in unrealistic promises. 

He watched them die, wise and patiently, 
every night at The Globe. Truly beautiful' 
I m not kidding. He gave us something I 
wish I could get. 

— HI tell you what I want Shakespeare, I 
said uselessly into the wind, I want death 
before dissolution. 


Did I have any money left in my wallet? 


Yes indeed. It was time to toast Willy. 

The bar was a head fuck, the importance, 
the affluence and the attention to 
detail that I observed in the gestures of 
business people. Ernest propositions, 
coked with flattery, carefully released 
from their fine mouths while their open 
hands delicately manipulated the finer 
points of the conversation, like pouring 
water from one glass to another. 

How did these people care enough to. 
perform so beautifully. How did they stay 
in their lanes. I pondered this, on a stool 
at the bar. 


Here I was in the west, in summer time, 

I wanted a drink that William would be ' 
proud of. The bar-tender was a woman in 


a slightly more relaxed, sexier, shake- 
U P of the reception uniform Clearly a 
beach girl, though probably east coast 
travelling the perimeter of the entire ' 
land, working it’s bare? I don’t know why 
I thought that. y 

- Can I get you a drink, she asked. 

-1 need a drink that is expensive, but 

ridiculous at the same time. Do you have 
anything with pineapple? 

- Actual pineapple, or pineapple Juice? 

- How about served in a pineapple. 

She laughed: Things were OK on her 

side of the bar. - m g et you the cocktail 
menu. 


And It read:] 


Arise My Love 


Blue Monday 

Di Saronno Sea Breeze 

Baby, Baby, Baby 

Golden Dream 

Beach Blanket Bingo 

Hurricane 

Bloody Caesar 

Red Headed Slut 

Cardinal Punchless 

Santa Is Coming to Town 

Comfortable Screw 

Tequila Sunrise 

Cosmonaut 

Zlpperhead 


These are 


the words that caught my eye. 


, ciut was a strong cotl 
d ed Slut was Dream 

precise irony of toe wi 

^passable. Hooked up. and 

4er returned. 

waa difficult, but It has to be the 
Iream, 1 sa ^- 


* of 


l0 re the better. 


a tint resemmmg 

dawn over Perth’s eastern hills. Then, 
forming an almost impenetrablejungle 
bullshit, there were two oriental s yl 

b " a8 one pink and one blue, an 

assortment of tropical fruit, and forming 
a triangular sort of balance out of that 
dlsasto^two neon-coloured bendy straws 
bent away from each other. 

| She set down my change in a saucer 

put it down closer to her. 

_ You read my mind, I said without 

bothering to look up. 

- Oh, I have an instinct for certain 


things, she said in a mock old-world tone. 

_ sweet but yet poisonous. 

_IT1 drink to that. Here’s to Romeo and 

Juliet: the dead that worms can’t eat. 

_ cheers, she said, and moved away to 
other work. 

1 to ow toe clearest communication tenet 

with words, so 1 suppose l can say tha 
had never tried harder to communfcate 
with the world than I was at that 
moment. The drink, my dishevelled 
1 suit and my lonesome position a 
bar It should have given anyone wh 

bothered to glance tote way, a fairly goo 

approximation of my state of mind. 














I drained the Golden Dream with my 
hands flat on the bar, like the Great 
Sphinx of Giza. Which, incidentally, brings 
to mind the question: “Which creature in 
the morning goes on four feet, at noon on 
two, and in the evening upon three?" 

I drained my glass. An executive was 
standing nearby to place an order, 


That’s an amazing drink you have there, 
she said. 


It was a Golden Dream, I said with the 
maximum of bitter irony, as I stood. Then 
left the lounge without incident. 


at UU. moment a, _ 

3$iinst the paint a«? th*» »■»/>+ ^ 


There was a bottle of vodka back in 
the room so I cracked the metal seal, 
twisting the lid off, and looked out at the 
black ocean through the locked sliding 
door. The sky was still, but the hotel 
was sailing west. I adjusted my focus to 
look at the salt clouding the glass and 
suddenly all 1 could see was my own 
reflection. I bounced the metal cap off 

my image and went and stood in front of ^° Q Clti2ens - why not take it afloutai 
the television, drinking straight from the “ for the beat, for one monstrous 
bottle, in front of Puberty Blues. **° nd of Rumination! (I was stepping 

I would have traded four litres of blood these piMe^to^Zf'Z ^ 1 Can ’* put 

and two unfinished novels for just one to the sliding I f (] ]o “!® ded the ke F 

of those schoolgirls with smudged words room, objects wero toll * he 

hi pen ink up her mini-skirt. 1 would lure Everything was catchZf C ° hereiM * 
her into my life with promises of black Persistent realitv wa T UP ’ * m ° re 

nail-polish, and then brutalise her mind which included a dream 

with nonsense. I could feel a large skull of r TOl 7thing here), 

vodka coming on! 1 dually got down on the nmm k 

and crawled “ e car P et here 

Forever the self-conscious mind, you knees, scramT*™ ^ b * ad * md 
blow what 1 mean? Blame this mind. My the sliding doorlL whiT? 1 ^ 
teenage years destroyed. It’s the reason to lose earher «Ld th *** trted 
I never filled the Scarborough carparks left shoulder with m , ZZ “ over 

with rubber smoke. An iron bar and Parted the slid™ dJ ^ cIosed >- 1 

stress- 


Is there some logic in the strange effects' 
It doesn’t worry me anymore. I only 
mention it here because the universe was 
about to have some strange effects on me 


There was a terrifically unreal moment 
as my back smashed back through the 
safety-glass door and I twisted weirdly 
into my bright suite. Tiny squares of 
glass spraying off me. My arms and legs 
instinctively spreading to get a hold as I 
skidded across the carpet. 


I came to rest well inside the room, Jarre 
against the foot of the bed, then looked 
down my rigit arm to my hand, my hand 
was shaking so bad small squares of glas 
were crawling down its fcontours. 

Nothing occurred to my mind at that 
time, but I’ll tell you what I knew: it was 
an ordinary cyclonic gust of wind. 

The problem I have now, in my very 
much recovered state (‘stabilised’ they 
call me here at the clinic) is that I can’t 
see anything as ordinary. Frankly, I have 
been ecstatic for two and a half weeks. 


I the night tWen t7 stories above 


1 1 remember one / 
I the carpark. 


3 in 




Suddenly I’m in love with the 
indecipherable way of things. I only sml] 
(annoyingly, I bet) at my visitors who ti 
to explain to me why I didn’t get up, whf 
the shock had passed, and take another 
Jump over the rail. 


I foter that n Z? ’ Several Wee *s 
beginning or L ever bad 


Some things are too hot to touch. 


Peginning or end There i. .bad a 
ot events, one that i« ^ 0ne chaln 

direction. he Averse in every 


I was content to sit there, in the 
shattered hotel suite, and watch the 
curtains swing into the room and 
twist up at the ceiling. All I felt was 
this reassuring sensation of moving 
along a clear passage out of turbulence, 
thoughtless to the destination, the wind 
playing with my unbuttoned suit jacket, 
lifting up in flutters my open shirt collar 
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Coane Shooting “Field Thoery’* Photo: Luke Barber-Smith 



The stuff the Deadkidz do is sort of fucked-up. Same with the guys from The 
Holster. But this is where they’re at: a place of unfiltered ideas and uncom¬ 
fortable honesty. This is their work. This is them telling you about it. I’m just 
here to fill in the gaps. “My all time favourite thing one of us did was this zine 
that was just crazy. It was silk screens of all this random shit and there was 
just one page that was like, ‘your mama’s so fat, she freebases ham’ and I saw 
that and thought that was the best thing I’ve ever seen in my life. Because the 
artist sat down, he had an idea, he just wrote it. “ 

- Gary Fogelson of The Holster 

Each artist has his own preferred medium - ranging from illustration and 
design to drawing, silk-screening, zine making and film - but the process is 
the same: have an idea, explore it and put it down on hard copy. Who gives a 
fuck if no one has a clue what the work is supposed to mean? “I can’t think 
of any zine I’ve ever made where I’ve been, ‘I want to give this message.’ It’s 
sub-conscious. I don’t want to give people a message.” “I produce something, 
look into it and I’m like, ‘what the fuck does that mean?’ I want to make stuff 
that makes people think about things, but I’m not trying to tell them, ‘this is 
what you should think.’ Look at this and get something out of it. I don’t care 
what it is. It doesn’t matter at all.” 

- Fogelson, again 

There is no easy message buried in the majority of the work. It’s real death of 
the author-type shit, completely open to the interpretation of the viewer. It 
ranges from films about shooting old ladies execution-style and slapping bul¬ 
lies in the back of the head with a two foot-long salmon to whole zines filled 
with pictures of tits and drawings of girls pulling off karma sutra moves. And 
if the subject matter overlaps sometimes, the product is always singular. “The 
coolest thing about Gary and his boob fetish and Pat drawing penises and 
pussies and dripping pussies and fucked up sex stuff and me with my Quickies 
in the Pink work is that it all revolves around sexuality, but there are three 
artists doing this thing in different ways.” 

- Rich Browd of Deadkidz 

It’s not shock art. It’s not pornography. It’s not consciously strange. Each 
work is simply a snapshot of the weird shit that goes through the heads of a 
group of twenty-something New York City kids trying to sort their own 
thoughts and issues out using the only means at their disposal. “It’s all that 
we’ve learned and all that we’ve observed. It’s about observing society, 
observing nature, getting it together in your mind. It’s all shit that’s just in 
your head. You just want to recycle it somehow. So it just comes out 
in weird ways.” 

- Phil Lubliner of The Holster 

Whenever they’re not working in their day jobs as graphic designers or art 
directors, this is what they do, whether it’s sitting around discussing their 
ideas and getting feedback off each other or going out, getting drunk and try¬ 
ing to find girls to fuck. “It doesn’t matter what we’re doing. It’s all research. 
It’s all material.” 

- Jesse Coane of Deadkidz 


“That’s just what we’re doing on a Friday night and I think that’s why it 
works, because that’s all work time essentially, which is pretty rad.” 

- Rich Browd 

It’s this approach to the work, rather than the actual content of the work 
itself, that binds them together. This is what they do. This is who they are. 
There’s not much that they consider to be outside of it.“There was one peri¬ 
od in time when I was infatuated with photographs, infatuated with doing 
oil paintings, making zines, doing drugs, doing everything, collecting 
shoes; things that I like. I like art to be everything.” 

- Patrick Roche of The Holster 

There’s a crossover between the two collectives and it’s hard to say how 
many people are in some way affiliated with them, but a lot of the time 
each of them is just doing their own shit. Occasionally though, when a 
major project comes up, the crew will come together like Voltron and each 
member’s individual strengths will come into play. Like when Coane 
shoots a film, different kids will contribute their skills according to what 
needs to be done. So a couple of people will act, another will do the still 
shots, another couple will shoot the video, and do the design. And similar 
configurations some into play for other projects, like Browd’s underwear 
label, Paddy Wagons. “Everyone has their own strengths. It’s like a support 
group. It’s about all of us coming together with our own ideas, helping each 
other out, and getting something out of it.” 

- Coane 

“It’s about getting excited about what everyone’s working on and talking 
about it and getting feedback and going from there. Everybody’s working 
on something by themselves and then you can be stoked on what someone 
else is working on and get ideas from that.” 

- Fogelson 

This is their team, but it’s also their family. This is a group of kids from 
across America thrown together into a huge city with a heavy weight of 
expectation and ambition stuck over their heads working hard to make 
sense of themselves and the world around them. They’re together because 
it makes things easier. Because it makes things better. Because the whole 
is sometimes greater than the sum of its parts. “In the end, I don’t really 
give a shit if people don’t look into us individually because a huge part of 
what we do is the fact that we have this with one another and it’s the only 
thing that gets me out of bed in the morning.” 

- Browd 


Text: Matt Swieboda 

www.deadkidz.com 

www.theholster.com 







Gary Fogel son __ ■ Patrick Rocha 
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■ Rich Browd ■ Ki i' McCafferty 















■ Gary Fogelson 





■ Luke Barber-Smiths ■ Phil Lubliner 


















In the same way that a cat is scared of water, Kill Pixie is terrified of sleep. 
The grotesque notion that one should rest when he could be out painting 
old Sydney town 18 shades of inspiration doesn’t sit well for the young 
infidel - who despite the recent spate of crackdowns on street artists has 
still managed to create spell binding imagery in some of the harbour city’s 
seediest grottos. 

Recently making the transition from outdoors to within for his first major 
exhibition, Kill Pixie may well be the next gutter urchin to experience 
commercial success - not that he cares. So long as there’s a vacant wall 
and a carton of Red Bull he’ll be out there. Check it. 
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FACES OF SKATEBOARDING 


| 

1 


A sneak peek into Swedish skateboarder and photographer 
Daniel Mansson's new book, capturing the world's most influential skateboarders. 


DANIEL MANSSON 
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PARSKID 

AGE: 

SINCE 1999 

BIRTHPLACE: 

THE PACIFIC NORTHWEST, USA 

OCCUPATION: 

INDOOR/OUTDOOR ARTS & CRAFTS 

HOBBIES: 

PLAYING BY THE TRACKS & MAKING MOPS 

AFFILIATIONS: 

WRECKAGE KLUB, ALL 4 YOU, EBTEAM 



















































































































































Photographs By Conor O’Brien 


Conor O Brien has Irish blood. 

He was born in South Africa. 

He grew up in Perth. 

Lived in Vancouver. 

If you ask him where his home is, he will tell you it’s where his heart is 
He now lives in Melbourne. 

Amanda Maxwell 
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Cut &? Paste with Plyim 
Band: COG - vocals/guitar 
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fudgefactorycomics.com 


mediumphobic.com 


bensullivan78@hotmaii.com 


matdoust@yahoo.com.au 


joiuvknowles@hotmaiI.com 


crybloxsome.com 


greg@kingbrownmag.com 


wearechangeagent.com/swoon/ 


niceproduce.com 


in 

i 



J0>' 

M 

1 _ M & 


P 

MM 

m 










grurr- 

I "\y ’ 



W' 

$ r 

45s 

rt 

vv 



f : '_ 1 fR : . 

■ VI 




~ 


■££ 



JJJff pffraffil Jr*f* 







nm 

eHH 

* 

5 


^slSI 




_ 



I * 51 

“Id 

rjl 

m 


|fe=, 

! > 

fcJjpSj/, 



tfjft'l 

rnKsKiJ 























































TWm, 






‘ 


I^I^V lofr 'mmaSBL S,^? 4 4‘ 

kj^sOS S KBrn 

ii w •#$ * 

mMMtis&mk 




ROYAL 

ELASTICS 

NUO 



















































































